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INTRODUCTION 


Those who have read the Arabian Nights 
will remember how King Shahriar, after hay- 
ing discovered the infidelity of his wife, con- 
tinued for three years to consort each night 
with a virgin who was slain when the morning 
came; how then the people of his city fled with 
their daughters, so that at last no virgin was 
left when the Vizier went forth to search for 
the doomed bride; and how thereupon Shehera- 
zade, the Vizier’s daughter, insisted that she 
herself be brought to the King. She beguiled 
him with the fascinating legends that she chose 
from ‘“‘a thousand books of histories, and works 
of the poets,’ and when a thousand and one 
nights had gone by, and she had borne him 
three sons, she requested that she, the mother 
of his children, should be spared from death. 
King Shahriar granted her prayer and “joy 
spread through the palace of the King until it 
became diffused throughout the city, and it was 
a night not to be reckoned among lives: its 
colour was whiter than the face of the day.” 
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It was on the two hundred and seventy-first 
night (according to Lane’s Standard Edition) 
that Sheherazade began “The Story of Abu 
Hassan the Wag, or the Sleeper Awakened” — 
in some ways the merriest and most amusing of 
all her recitals. Abu Hassan was the son of a 
wealthy merchant of Bagdad. When his father 
died Abu divided his inheritance into two equal 
portions, one of which he expended so lavishly 
that it soon became exhausted. He then found 
that the boon companions to whom he had been 
so generous, being unaware of the fortune he 
had laid aside, fell away from him. Therefore 
he determined henceforth to associate only with 
strangers, nor with any one person for more 
than a night. This went on for a year, each 
guest after a night of munificent entertainment 
being dismissed the next morning —a pro- 
cedure suggesting that of King Shahriar with 
the brides who were summarily dismissed by 
him into the realm of death. At the end of a 
year the Caliph, Haroun al Raschid came to 
Abu Hassan, disguised as was his custom 
when he set forth on his adventures among the 
people. The wealth of hospitality — food and 
drink, slave-girls and music — with which the 
merchant’s son entertained the ruler of Bag- 
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dad, is narrated in the pages of the Arabian 
Nights. The Caliph, in order to requite his 
host’s generosity, put into Abu Hassan’s cup 
‘a lozenge of bhang, and after the young man 
had become unconscious, had him conveyed to 
the palace where on awakening he was 
addressed by all the attendants and slaves of 
Haroun al Raschid as “Prince of the Faithful.” 
The comedy was so well acted that Abu Hassan, 
at first suspecting that he was caught in some 
trick of evil genii, finally believed himself to be 
the Caliph. The predicament into which this 
delusion led him after he had been again 
drugged and returned to his home, the second 
adventure with Haroun al Raschid that term- 
inated in Abu Hassan’s becoming the greatest 
favorite of the Caliph among all his boon com- 
panions, and his subsequent marriage to the 
favorite among the attendants of Zobeide, the 
Caliph’s wife, all lead up to that portion of the 
narrative which provided Washington Irving 
with the theme for the play printed in this 
volume. 

Matrimony did not change the extravagant 
habits of Abu Hassan, and at length he and 
his wife, after a delightful life of carousal, 
found his creditors pressing hard upon him. 
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The Caliph having been in the habit of playing 
merry tricks on him, he decided to return the © 
compliment in such a manner as would serve 
the purpose of replenishing an exhausted ex- 
chequer. How Abu Hassan and Nouzatalfuad 
(who in this play is renamed Fatima) altern- 
ately feigned death, gaining thereby rich purses 
of condolence from the sympathetic Caliph to 
the bereaved widower, and from the affection- 
ate lady Zobeide to the disconsolate widow; 
how the Caliph and his lady became involved 
in an amusing altercation and a considerable 
wager as to which of their two favorites really 
was dead, was related by Sheherazade to King 
Shahriar with such wit and dexterity that the 
story remains one of the most amusing farces 
of all times. 


When towards the end of the year 1822 
Washington Irving arrived at Dresden, the 
chief figure in the musical life of the gay 
capital of Saxony was Carl Maria von Weber. 
As manager and conductor of German Opera 
at Dresden, and as composer of operas and 
symphonies, he had acquired a reputation 
which became greatly enhanced after “Der 
Freischtitz” appeared with enormous success. 


[ 10 ] 


About a dozen years earlier, at Darmstadt, 
Weber had composed his opera of “Abu Has- 
san,’ using as the libretto the German version 
of Franz Karl Hiemer. All Dresden was 
familiar with the music, and early in the year 
1823 Irving began to write an English dram- 
atization — part translation, part adaptation, 
from the German. The IJrving Journals, 
brought out by The Bibliophile Society in 19109, 
show that he began this work on Sunday morn- 
ing, the 20th of April; and that on that same 
evening, at a concert in the Queen’s apartment 
in the royal palace, he heard Weber playing his 
own music. During the next five days Irving 
wrote steadily, finishing the rough draft on the 
25th of April. On the 26th his friend Colonel 
Livius played for him the music of “Abu Has- 
san,” and journal entries during the first half 
of May indicate how rapidly the writing pro- 
eressed, Irving working with Livius until the 
18th of the month, when all the alterations 
were finished. That this manuscript was not 
a mere perfunctory work, written for pastime, 
is sufficiently evident from the great number of 
corrections and emendations to be noted in the 
facsimiles herein. 

A few weeks later Irving left Dresden for a 
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tour through Silesia and Bohemia. Early in 
July he was again in Dresden, where he stayed 
only a few days, leaving that city on July 12 
in company with his friends the Fosters. It is 
obvious that with their departure Dresden lost 
for him its chief charm. At the home of Mrs. 
Foster — who was the daughter of Lord Car- 
hampton — Irving had spent many happy 
hours, amid which he fell in love with her 
daughter Emily. How references to his unsuc- 
cessful proposal of marriage were deleted from 
Irving’s diaries, presumably by his nephew and 
biographer, for the purpose of perpetuating the 
legend of a lifelong bachelorhood due to 
Irving’s immutable devotion to the memory of 
his first love, Matilda Hoffman, has been the 
subject of editorial comment in the Bibliophile 
edition of /rving’s Journals. 

Irving accompanied the Fosters from Dres- 
den to Rotterdam (where they embarked for 
England), then on the boat as far as the Brille, 
very possibly with the hope of effecting a 
change in Emily’s decision. ‘There, to use his 
own words, he parted from them “as if I had 
been taking leave of my own family; for they 
had been for eight months past more like family 
than friends to me.” ‘Thirty-seven years later 
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when Emily—then Mrs. Fuller — wrote to 
Pierre M. Irving of this leave-taking, she indi- 
cated her deep friendship for Irving, but was 
unwilling to permit his nephew and biographer 
to see her correspondence with him. 

On August 3, 1823, Irving arrived at Paris, 
having with him his manuscript of “Abu Has- 
san.” After his protracted stay at Dresden, 
where he had given himself up so much to 
social doings, he evidently felt the necessity of 
literary occupation, for he wrote: “It is high 
time for me to do something, having been for 
so long unsettled.” A few days later he found 
his friend John Howard Payne “in a sky parlor 
at the Palais Royal.’’ Payne was then occupied 
in adapting French plays to the English stage, 
in which work he suggested that Irving col- 
laborate with him. The latter agreed on con- 
dition that his participation be kept unknown; 
and soon the two were busy on an English 
version of “La Jeunesse de Richelieu,” a play 
by Duval which had been successful in Paris 
some three decades earlier, and of which Payne 
had already made a rough English version. 
When Payne went to London to negotiate with 
Kemble for its production, he took with him 
Irving’s manuscript of “Abu Hassan,” but 
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could find no manager willing to put it on the 
stage. “They have no room for ‘Abu Hassan’ 
this season,” writes Payne to Irving in a letter 
dated November 7. 

There is no record of any further attempt on 
the part of either Payne or Irving in connec- 
tion with “Abu Hassan,” and in a journal entry 
of September 6, 1824, we find that Irving sent 
the manuscript to his friend Colonel Ljivius 
who at that time was in Paris, where Irving 
still resided. ‘This entry is of special interest 
in as much as the manuscript now before us 
contains a slip of paper on which is written: 
“This was given to Henry by C. S. Forster. 
C. S. F. understood from Captain J. B. Livius 
that the manuscript is the writing of Washing- 
ton Irving — M. H. F.” We surmise, though 
we have not definitely established the fact, that 
“Henry” and “M. H. F.” were members of the 
Fuller family into which Emily had married, 
although this leaves us in some doubt as to the 
misspelling of her maiden name, Forster 
instead of Foster. 

“Abu Hassan” is Irving’s first attempt at a 
production for the stage. In New York, from 
the days of boyhood to young manhood, he had 
been an ardent student and critic of plays and 
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of actors, and his “Jonathan Oldstyle” letters, 
as also his writings for Salmagundt, show his 
keen interest in the stage. Foreign travel con- 
siderably widened his knowledge of stagecraft, 
and when he was introduced by Payne to 
Talma at Paris in 1821, he was able to discuss 
with the great French actor — with rare dis- 
crimination as shown in his record of those 
conversations — Aristotle and Shakespeare, 
Racine and Schiller. The Dresden period in- 
volves Irving even more directly in the sphere 
of drama. There he showed not only his gift 
for stage writing, but also his talent for acting. 
In amateur theatricals he took the part of King 
Arthur in “Tom Thumb,” with Mrs. Foster 
as the Queen, and her two daughters as the 
ladies-in-waiting. He was Sir Charles Rackett 
in that amusing comedy, “Three Weeks After 
Marriage,” Emily Foster taking the part of 
Lady Rackett; so that for a night at least, and 
during the preceding hours of rehearsal, the 
girl he had chosen for a wife appeared with 
him in that role. In both these plays, as also in 
a third, Mrs. Centlivre’s ‘The Wonder; A 
Woman Keeps a Secret,” where Irving played 
the character of Don Felix, with Emily Foster 
as Donna Violante, he had the principal role; 
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sO we may assume that he possessed a fair 
amount of histrionic talent. These amateur 
theatricals at Dresden, and his constant attend- 
ance at plays and operas, doubtless account in 
some measure for his decision to write the Eng- 
lish adaptation of “Abu Hassan,” which with 
its many lines of poetry gave him his first prac- 
tice in writing light verse for song. 

In later life, in his larger works of history 
and in his briefer and more delectable writings 
based on legendary material, Irving turned to 
Spanish and Moorish subjects which in some 
instances had the ancient flavor of Arabia. The 
legendary history of that country appealed to 
his imagination. In connection with his work 
in this field he made a study of the Arabic 
language, and certainly — to the eye at least — 
these Arabic characters form one of the inter- 
esting features of his note-books first printed 
by The Bibliophile Society. He made many 
allusions to Arabian legends even before he set 
to work on “Abu Hassan.” For instance, in 
1921 he wrote of Shakespeare: “His volumes 
are like the magician’s cave in Aladdin, so full 
of jewels and precious stones that he who does 
but penetrate for a moment may bring away 
enough to enrich himself.” Irving’s interest in 
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folk-lore, whether of Dutch days in America as 
in “Rip Van Winkle,” or of Mediaeval Europe, 
as in the story of the Wild Huntsman, was 
never keener than when it had some Moorish 
or far Arabian theme, and in “Abu Hassan’’ 
we have his initial composition —translation 
or adaptation though it be —in the rich field 
of enchanting themes for which succeeding 
ages are in so many instances indebted to the 
Arabian Nights. 

The present volume is a happy sequel to 
other Irving material previously brought out 
by The Bibliophile Society. The Society’s first 
volume relating to Washington Irving ap- 
peared in 1907 under the title of The Romance 
of Mary W. Shelley, John Howard Payne and 
Washington Irving. 'The hitherto unpublished 
manuscripts comprising this book disclosed the 
affection of the author of “Home Sweet Home” 
for the widow of the great English poet; and 
in turn her infatuation, which may even have 
amounted to love, for Irving. But at that time 
his mind and heart were still too filled with 
memories of Emily Foster to render him seri- 
ously susceptible to the attractions of even so 
interesting a woman as the widow of Shelley. 
Payne’s gallant retirement to the background, 
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leaving a free field to Irving, although it did 
not lead to the results which Mary Shelley pre- 
sumably desired, attests the loyal friendship he 
felt for his associate and benefactor. In a let- 
ter to Irving, he said: “Very possibly you 
would have fallen in love with her had you 
met her casually —but she is too much out of 
society to enable you to do so— and sentiments 
stronger than friendship seldom result from 
this sort of previous earnestness for intimacy 
when it comes from the wrong side.” 

Again in 1919, The Bibliophile Society 
printed the Journals of Washington Irving, 
three volumes of hitherto unpublished material 
that threw additional light on Irving’s literary 
collaboration with Payne, and on many episodes 
of their long friendship. To this wealth of 
Irving literature The Bibliophile Society has 
now added a precious manuscript which for 
more than a century has evaded the scrutiny 
of students and collectors. 

GrEorGE S. HELLMAN 
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CHARACTERS OF THE PLAY 
IN THE ORDER OF THEIR APPEARANCE 


Abu Hassan, a care-free, extravagant young 
fellow 

Fatima, his wife 

Omar, Abu Hassan’s chief creditor 

Mesrour, the Caliph’s Vizier 

Zemrud, the confidante of the Caliph’s wife 

Haroun-al-Raschid, Caliph of Bagdad 

Zobeide, wife of the Caliph 


The action takes place at Bagdad, in the last 
half of the eighth century 


alte 
Sorel: 
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ABU HASSAN 
ACT I, SCENE I 


(Abu Hassan’s chamber in the palace of the 

Caliph.— On one side a door leading to a 

cabinet, with a grated opening over it; on the 

opposite side a window. In the background 

two divans. Fatima and Abu Hassan seated 

on cushions. Before them a table with bread 
and water. Right hand) 


Abu Hassan 
Dearest darling, give me wine. 
Fatima 
Neither red wine nor white, Sir. 
Mahomet forbids it quite, Sir. 
Abu Hassan 
Therefore give it in disguise; 
Give Sherbet. 
Fatima 
Oh, you mean water. 


[ 23 ] 


Abu Hassan 
No! for water is my death. 
Turbot, dainty tid-bits! 


Fatima 
Gourmand! 
Abu Hassan 
A nice pasty! | 
Fatima 
Here is bread. 
Both 


Can such fare put one in spirits? 

Can it give one heart to struggle? 

Silent symptoms of my need — 

Bread and water, water, bread! 
Fatima | 

I will sing the pretty ballad — 

“With Aurora’s early beam.” 


Abu Hassan 
Wilt thou drive me to distraction? 


Fatima 
No, ‘twill lull thy hungry rage. 


Abu Hassan 
Dearest darling, give me wine, etc. 
A princely meal, truly; dry bread and — 
egad, the mere word sticks in my throat! And 
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—and water! But such is the fate of us poor 
devils of husbands whose wives are more am- 
bitious of ruling the roost on Parnassus than in 


their kitchens. 
Fatima 


Mighty fine, truly! You, the lord and master 
revel and revel as long as there is a zecchin’ in 
the house. I keep silence out of mere tender- 
nesss; eat with you out of connubial fidelity; 
and how do you reward me for both! Why, 
instead of cursing your own palate you must 
clamour at my poor poetical talent. Truly you 
deserve to lose also the only jewel that you can 
yet call your own. 


Abu Hassan 
What! Have I yeta jewel left? My dearest 
Fatima, let me embrace thee, and then run with 
it, my dear girl, to the pawn broker’s! 
Fatima 


Thou shameless spendthrift! What! — 
wouldst thou sell even the wife of thy bosom? 


Abu Hassan 
Oh! What then! You, you are the jewel 
you talk of! In truth you are the only one that 
is likely to remain on hand, for since a wife 
1A gold coin of the Venetian Republic, worth $2.25. 
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can’t be set in a ring like any other jewel, I 
fear I should find but a bad market for you at 


the Jewellers. 
Fatima 


Aye, and yet there are folks that are ready 
at any moment to lay all their wealth at my 


feet. 
Abu Hassan 


Golden Fatima! What! Will anyone lay 
his wealth at thy feet? Let him—TI beseech 
you, let him, my girl. By the head of the 
prophet I swear to thee it shall not be there 
long. But speak, who is the scoundrel that 
would make you untrue to me—and the fine 
fellow that would pay thy untruth so royally? 


Fatima 
A man who had already a sneaking kindness 
for me before the unlucky moment that Zobeide 
gave my hand to a certain Abu Hassan. In 
one word, it’s Omar, the Caliph’s humble 
banker, and Abu Hassan’s overbearing cred- 


itor. 
Abu Hassan 


Omar? Impossible! What! Can a usurer 
love women more than money? 
Fatima 
If you will not believe me, at least believe this 
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letter, which he ordered a slave to slip into my 
hands a few days since, as I went to the bath. 


Abu Hassan 
(Reads) 

“Fairest Fatima! My heart burns with love 
for you. Extinguish these consuming flames, 
and take command over all my treasures. All 
that I possess is thine, and happy should I think 
myself if thou permittedst thy slave to kiss the 
dust beneath thy feet — Omar.” 


Fatima 
Do you still doubt? 


Abu Hassan 
And what answer hast thou sent him? 


Fatima 
That I abhorred him; and that if he dared 
again to make his audacious proposal, my pro- 
tectress, the Sultana Zobeide, should be in- 
stantly informed of it. 


Abu Hassan 
Do not take it amiss of me, my very good 
little woman; but truly this speech hardly be- 
came a wife who had nothing to set before her 
husband but bread and water. 
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Fatima 

Do you speak seriously? What! Shall I sell 

my honour? 
Abu Hassan 

By no means— though thou might’st have 
led the would-be purchaser a little by the nose, 
both to thine and mine advantage; and through 
a little cleverness thou might’st have spared 
my poor head a vast deal of hard and fruitless 
labour; for I assure thee, in spite of the exer- 
tions of all my five senses, I cannot discover the 
art of making gold. 


Fatima 
And yet there is no one to whom it is more 
indispensable; for no one knows how to squan- 
der it more readily. My heart bleeds when I 
remember the costly marriage gifts of the 
Caliph and his spouse, -that have vanished 
almost sooner than your love. 


Abu Hassan 
Don’t talk of things that we have had; but 
help me to think of some means by which we 
may supply their loss. (After a moment’s re- 
flection)— Do you think of nothing? What! 
Shall a man’s wit for once triumph over a 
woman’s in devising stratagems? Now make 
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up your mind on the spot to die; and you will 
make me the happiest of husbands, and thyself 
the happiest of wives! 


Fatima 
Are you in your senses? I die! What a re- 


quest! 
Abu Hassan 


Shame on thee! Hast thou forgotten that 
chaste Lucretia, and the unchaste Sappho who 
both killed themselves for mere trifles? And 
do I desire that thou shouldst plunge a dagger 
into thy bossom, or jump from the top of a 
precipice? No. I only ask thee to assume the 
mask of death; and I hope the mummery will 
bring thee more profit than fifth acts of twenty 
tragedies, wherein twenty times as many heroes 
and heroines give up their mighty souls. 


Fatima 
Oh that’s quite another thing. A theatrical 
death gives me as much pleasure as a real one 
is my abhorrence. 


Abu Hassan 
Good! However, now I think of it, our joke 
would be more complete and help our circum- 
stances more certainly if we both die; and as in 
cases of real death it is commonly the wife that 
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first buries the husband, so it is best that I be- 
gin. Look upon me therefore as a dead person. 
Howl and cry somewhat more than if I were 
really dead; tear thy garments — pluck out thy 
hair — 
Fatima 
Why so?— Nay, nay! 


Abu Hassan 
At least seem to pluck it out, and hasten with 
dishevelled hair and streaming eyes to thy pow- 
erful patroness. 
Fatima 
I cannot as yet understand for the life of me 
what this juggling is to lead to. 


Abu Hassan 

Therefore let me expound. Zobeide, when 
she understands the cause of thy distress, will 
sympathize with thee in true good-heartedness ; 
and, according to custom, will give thee a sum 
of money for funeral expenses and a piece of 
brocade for a winding sheet. As soon as you 
return with your booty I will play the same 
part with the Caliph, and hope to find him no 
less free-handed than you will his spouse. 


[ 30 | 


a 


= > ate ae ; 


1@ 
it 


ACT I, SCENE II 


Abu Hassan 
(Alone) 


(During the following speech 
he clears away the table) 


The farce is begun; now fortune favour us 
that Zobeide may a second time shake over us 
the horn of plenty. Fifty gold-pieces will she 
give Fatima for certain. Even so much will I 
get from the Caliph — together one hundred 
bright gold-pieces! By the great prophet, [’ll 
not have my good luck unenjoyed. But how to 
manage that I may spend the little yellow shin- 
ers like a good fellow.— 

I'll give a féte champétre, 

With song and dance first rate, Sir; 

The foremost place shall my little wife have, 

A chaplet gay her brow adorning, 

And smiling like a bright May morning, 

The empress of the feast appear. 

Ho! Slaves there! — bring wine, 

Then scatter roses in, 


[ 32 ] 


And with her purple lip (sweet) 
Shall first Fatima sip (it). 
So! Set the goblet here! — 
Now dearest, to our welfare — 
And that it long may tell fair, 
Drink I this goblet clear. 
Today’s the time for singing, 
Therefore the guitars bring in,— 
Quick! quick! and do not stay, 
Though piping, singing, laughing, 
And jolly goblets quafing 
We while dull life away. 
Oh Fatima, my dearest, 
Who to me so tender art, 
Love devoting, joys delighting, 
Care no more my bosom fills. 
Around now my darling to light moving meas- 
ure; 
Come dancing with bright eyes all sparkling 
with pleasure. 
Fine! Bravo!— Surpassing! She trips now 
more near 
And shyly she gives a sweet kiss to her dear — 
Though should our project founder — 
Why, what cares she or I? 


(A notse at the centre door) 
Who’s there? 
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ACT I, SCENE III 


OMAR APPEARS AT THE HEAD OF ABU HASSAN’S 
CREDITORS 


Abu Hassan 
Ah, here comes that cursed dinericnes fel- 
low, Omar. The devil take him, that he must 
pop in just at this moment to wake me out of 
my delightful dream! 
Omar 
Do you not know me, Abu Hassan? 
Abu Hassan 
Since you call me by name, it is pretty clear 
that at least you know me. 
Omar 
Will you pay me? 
Abu Hassan 
Pah! Pay! What a cursed wnbyhieheee 
phrase! I wish to Allah the Caliph would have 
it struck out of the language. But who are 
these at your heels? 
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Omar 
Your creditors. We have had a meeting, and 
are decided —all of us—not to wait any 


longer. 
Creditors 


Yes, that’s what we are! 


Abu Hassan 

Softly! Softly! Egad, the whole pack is in 
excellent unison! You don’t mean to hunt me 
down, do you? Harkee! (to Omar) A little 
patience. Keep off your hounds from my 
haunches. The money you shall have, as soon 
as I can get it — that is to say, if not the whole, 
at least a part of your demand. 


Omar 
We are not to be put off any longer; we'll 
have the whole. 
Creditors 
Aye, the whole —the whole! 


Abu Hassan 
You’re cursed unanimous. ’S-blood! this 
concord among creditors makes confounded 
bad music. Is this all your gratitude for the 
patronage of a man of my fashion? ’S-death! 
Are you not content with my custom, but you 
must have my money into the bargain? 
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Creditors 
Aye, aye! The money! We'll have our 
money — the cash down! 


Abu Hassan 
Well, well — if you will be so unreasonable, I 
must try what I can do to appease you. My 
wife has just gone to the Sultana to procure a 
sum of money from her. As soon as she re- 
turns I shall go for the same purpose to the 
Caliph. 
Omar 
These are mere evasions! If the Caliph was 
disposed to give you money he would have done 
so long since. 
Abu Hassan 
My honest friend, it is damned uncivil in you 
to doubt my word. However, I was sure it 
would be so, because Fatima maintained the 
very contrary this morning. 


Omar 
(Interested) 
Fatima ?— What did she say then? 


Abu Hassan 
She praised your generosity and kindness. 


Omar 
Yes, [ am generous — or at least I can be so. 
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Abu Hassan 
Well, show it then — 


Omar 
Ah, but if J would wait, these would not. 


Creditors 
No, no — we'll wait no longer! 


Omar 
There, you hear—they are determined to 
throw you into prison. 


Abu Hassan 
Fatima desired me to entreat you — 
Omar 
Indeed! 
Abu Hassan 
Most earnestly; she implored me most pres- 
singly to tell you so. 


Omar 
What can I do? 
Abu Hassan 
Everything! 
Omar 


What do you want then? 


Abu Hassan 
Longer credit. 


Peval 


Chorus of Creditors 
Cash! Cash! Cash! 
We will no longer linger, 
But will the money finger, 
Before you go to smash. 


Abu Hassan 
Have patience; only one more day — only till 
evening. Sure that’s nothing to ask. 


Chorus of Creditors 
No! No! No! 
Your note of hand is out, Sir, 
And I must without doubt, Sir, 
The first of all be paid. 


Abu Hassan 

But look you now, my exceedingly worthy 
gentlemen, that is just the damndest difficulty 
in the world —that I cannot pay you all first — 
and yet Mahomet forbid that I should show 
partiality and pay any one before the others.— 
Omar, most gentle-hearted of all Bankers, do 
render me some assistance. 


Omar 
Not for any love of you; but for the sake of 


Fatima — | 
Abu Hassan 
Aye, aye — for Fatima’s sake, be it. 
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Omar 
Poor woman — my heart bleeds for her, that 
your thoughtlessness makes her so unhappy. 


Abu Hassan 

Well, don’t let your heart content itself with 
mere bleeding — (aside) Egad, I’ll make your 
purse bleed too, you rogue, before I’ve done 
with you. 

Omar 
(To the Creditors) 

Come with me to my house and I’ll satisfy 

your demands. Are you contented? 


Chorus of Creditors 
Aye! Aye! Aye! 


Omar 
(To Abu Hassan) 
And you too are contented? 


Abu Hassan 
Aye! Aye! Aye! And your 
Omar 
Aye! Aye! Aye! 
I am right well contented; 
(Aside )—And she right well intended 
Slyly to sneak back here. 
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Abu Hassan 
(Aside)—The scoundrel shall repent it, 
That ever he has meant it, 
To tamper with my dear. 
Chorus of Creditors 

We all are well contented; 

And so, our fears all ended, 

We take ourselves off clear. 
(Omar and the Creditors 
retire through centre door) 
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ACT I, SCENE IV 


Abu Hassan 
(Alone) 


Thanks to the great prophet, I have got rid 
of this rabble rout of creditors at such a cheap 
rate. The unreasonable wretches made a de- 
mand on me for goods the receipt of which is 
lost in remote antiquity. Egad, they have been 
long worn out, not merely from my back, but 
from my memory. I wonder how such men can 
have the conscience to worry a gentleman for 
payment for things so long after he has ceased 
to enjoy them. Of all animals that infest the 
world I hate duns! They are the natural 
enemies of all good fellows. I wish the whole 
race was extinct —I’d have nothing in this 
world but giving and lending and spending — 
to ask for pay should be a capital crime — and 
all notorious duns should be hanged in chains. 


LAR] 


ENTER FATIMA THROUGH CENTRE DOOR 


Fatima 
Your humble servant, my dear corpse; and 


how have matters gone with you since your 
death? 
Abu Hassan 


Oh lady, lady — I’ve not only been dead but 
damned into the bargain. I’ve been most hide- 
ously tormented — a whole legion of imps have 
been let loose on me. 


Fatima 
What do you mean? 


Abu Hassan 
Creditors! Creditors! — The worst of all 
torments—led by that arch-fiend Omar. 
S’blood! If these plagues are to follow a man 
into the other world, a fine gentleman will liter- 
ally be but a poor devil after all. 


Fatima 
And how did you manage to get rid of the 


gang? 
Abu Hassan 


How? Why, I paid them to be gone. 


Fatima 
What! Without money? 
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Abu Hassan 
Certainly — Where’s the use of having wit 
if it is not to supply the place of money? Any 
blockhead can pay with money; but give me the 
man of talents that can pay with the coinage of 
his brain. Though I must confess, you aided 
me in appeasing the monsters. 


Fatima 
I! In what manner? 


Abu Hassan 
Oh forsooth!—the very thoughts of thy 
pretty face, and the hope of thy smiles had as 
soothing an effect on the heart of old Omar as 
though he had heard the sound of my money 
ringing upon his counter. 
Fatima 
But how were they brought to bear upon 
him? 
Abu Hassan 
Why, I told him you had praised his gen- 
erosity, and had begged me to cast myself 
upon it. 
Fatima 
And you carried your point in an instant? 
Abu Hassan 
Gloriously! The old sinner laughed in his 
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sleeve — leered with such a licquorish glance, 
that I could have cut his throat —took all the 
creditors home with him, and while we are now 
talking of it he is paying all my debts. 


Fatima 
There! Now say that I am not a jewel in- 
deed, when you can raise money even upon the 
sight of me. See how much others are ready 
to give for the very hope of those smiles which 
are lavished on you in vain. 


3 Abu Hassan 
Very true, very fine —but in the meantime, 
my own dear little wife, never think of carry- 
ing your smiles to market yourself. Let me at 
least have the pawning of them.— But come, 
let’s hear your story. 


Fatima 
Here you have a little foretaste of it in the 
clink of these hundred gold pieces. (Clinks a 
purse at his ear). 


Abu Hassan 
A hundred! Charming sound! 


Fatima 
Zobeide heard my lamentations at a distance 
and came to meet me at the door of the ante- 


[ 44 ] 


chamber. What has happened to you, said she? 
Ah, cried I with broken voice, what greater 
misfortune could happen to me than the loss of 
my beloved husband? Yes, dearest protectress, 
Abu Hassan, the poor Abu Hassan, he whom 
your majesty honoured with your favour and 
made happy with my hand — Abu Hassan is 
no more. He is dead—he is dead! 


Abu Hassan 
Faith, you move even me! Well, and what 
answer made she? 


Fatima 
Why — after a long pause of silent sym- 
pathy the Sultana tried all she could to console 
me for my loss. 
Abu Hassan 
Ah! You see what a treasure you have in 
me.— How others know my value, though you 
don’t! Well, the good Sultana, bless her soul, 
did her best to console thee. 


Fatima 
She did indeed. My own Fatima, said she, 
thou hast lost one of the merriest of men. 


Abu Hassan 
Ah! dear, good Sultana! 
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Fatima 
But then, added she, his jokes were growing 
sadly stale. 


Abu Hassan 
Hm! —hm! 
| Fatima 
No man could be more generous than he! 
| Abu Hassan 
The good Zobeide! 
Fatima 


For he squandered away even more than be- 
longed to him. 


Abu Hassan 
Pshaw! 
Fatima 
He was of a loving disposition. 
Abu Hassan 


Did I not tell thee so? 


Fatima 
For, said she, he made love to every woman 
he met with! 
Abu Hassan 
Nay, nay — that’s scandal! 


Fatima 
Take him for all in all, my dear Fatima, said 
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she, he was such a man as thou wilt not readily 
meet with again. 


Abu Hassan 
By the prophet, but the Sultana was in the 


right after all! 
Fatima 


But, said she, thou mayst meet with a better 
man any day in the week! 


Abu Hassan 

Out upon thee! — baggage! This is all thy 
own joking. The Sultana is a woman of too 
great discernment to make such a speech. But 
come, it is my turn to play the mourner, though 
I doubt whether the Caliph will think my loss 
worthy of such a heavy purse-full of consola- 
tion as the Sultana has given thee. 


Fatima 
Perhaps not, though thy loss is ten times 
heavier than mine. But thou wilt display so 
little grief on the event that the Caliph will 
be more apt to censure thy indifference than to 
console thy affliction. 


Abu Hassan 
Let me alone for weeping and whining.— 
Where’s the widower who could not weep to 
some tune, when he were to win by it a heavy 


eyed 


purse and a piece of brocade? It is thy busi- 
ness therefore to die, and mine to cry —so 
have at it. 
Fatima 
Well, well — this is all well enough in jest, 
but Allah preserve us, dear Hassan, from shed- 
ding any tears in earnest. 


Abu Hassan 

Never, my dearest little wife; our griefs shall 
all be imaginary — our pleasures only real — 
I have a stock of loving good-humour in my 
heart that shall bear us up, let times go as they 
may. If thou dost shed a tear, my girl, it shall 
only be for a moment to give a brighter gleam 
to thy eye and freshen the roses on thy cheek. 


Fatima 
Truly, you are a tender husband! And I 
wish that I had back again all the tears that I 
have shed; so little were they caused by grief, 
and so well have they been paid. 


DUETTO 
Abu Hassan 
Never shalt thou sigh and languish, 
Thou belov’d and faithful heart, 
But this breast shall share thy anguish, 
Seeking comfort to impart. 
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Fatima 
Tears, love, are like dew from heaven 
Under which affection blooms, 
And the guardians of the flowers — 
Faithfulness and constancy. 


But come, don’t let us waste any more time 
with singing and toying. The Caliph must 
hear the news of my death from you before he 
learns of yours from Zobeide. 

Abu Hassan 

Well, I’m off; but I must take care not to 
appear too miserable, that I may act my part 
naturally. 

Fatima 
Away, you, with your saucy jokes! 


(Exeunt severally) 
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ACT II, SCENE I 


Fatima 
(Alone) 


I would that Hassan were returned — I am 
impatient to learn what success he had with the 
Caliph. Well, heaven be praised that the man 
is not really dead. They call it gaining one’s 
liberty to lose one’s husband, and yet a widow 
is expected to shed whole rivers of tears. 


ARIA 
The nightingale ne’er grieves her 
When from her cage set free 
Once more among the blossoms 
She sports from tree to tree. 


One glance towards the window 
Where her late prison hangs, 
Then loud she pours her rapture 
And fills the grove with joy. 


She flaps her little pinions 
And far aloft doth soar 
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Through heav’n’s unclouded regions, 
Glad to be free once more. 


But, Abu Hassan, without thee 
No pleasure have I ever; 

Thou dearest, thou inspirest me; 
From thee I’d never sever. 


I feel myself most blest and free 
When in thy gentle power, 

And in this tender slavery 

I’d spend my latest hour. 


Omar 
(Enters through the centre door — 
looks cautiously round and advances 
when he finds Fatima is alone) 


Excuse me, beautiful Fatima — I am looking 
for your husband. 


Fatima 
He’s gone to the Caliph. 


Omar 
Ah well, Pll take some other opportunity to 
speak with him.—(Pretending to be going). 


Fatima 
As you please. 


[ 51 ] 


Omar 
(Turning back) 
I would not wish to disturb you. 


Fatima 
You are too good! 


Omar 
Then I have nothing to expect from your lips 
but cruelties? 
Fatima 
You know me but little, Omar — I would not 
- intentionally grieve anyone. 


Omar 
Did I not say so to myself, when Zebia 
brought back your answer to me.— No, said I 
to myself, she can’t mean that in earnest. The 
expression about the old goat and about com- 
plaining to Zobeide, then, were only figurative. 
He-he-he! Egad, I guessed as much! 


Fatima 
You have read my very soul. 
Omar 
Aye, aye, I can read. 


Fatima 


Significant] 
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Omar 
And reckon. 


Fatima 
But have you never reckoned without your 
host? 
Omar 
No! No! I examine and re-examine all care- 
fully. 
Fatima 
My husband, unluckily, has not so much fore- 
thought. 
Omar 
Ah! I have often pitied you in silence on 
that account. 
Fatima 
He squanders everything away. 
Omar 
Blindly. 
Fatima 
If he has any money — 


Omar 

Away it must go! 
Fatima 

If he has none — 
Omar 


He borrows. 
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Fatima 


He eats! 
Omar 
Drinks! 
Fatima 
Gives away! 
Omar 
Squanders! 
Fatima 


What is left to me at last? 
Omar 
Nothing! 
Fatima 
Debts! It makes my heart ache when I think 
of the crowd of our creditors. 


Omar 
The crowd is dispersed, fair Fatima.— One 
only remains — but not a hostile, hard-hearted 


one. 
Fatima 


Explain yourself more clearly. 


Omar 
(Draws a pacquet of papers out of his bosom) 
Mark this mighty mass of papers — 
Bills of tailors, butchers, bakers, 
Pastry cooks and mantau-makers,— 
All these papers now are mine. 
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Fatima 
Ah, thou givest me the vapours! 
Will our fate then never brighten,— 
Seek no more my soul to frighten, 
Saying all these bills are thine. 


Omar 
Pluck up heart! 


Fatima 
I will endeavour ! 


Omar 
Do you love me? 


Fatima 
I'll hate thee never! 


Omar 
Speak out, pray! 


_ Fatima 
Trust not to show— 


Omar 
Speak thy mind! 
Fatuma 
(Pretending embarrassment) 
No — yes — no! —no! 
(Aside)—See how joy his visage flushes — 
Sure he thinks I am his prize. 
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(To Omar)—Ah, kind Sir, pray spare my 
blushes— 
Read my answer in my eyes. 


Omar 

(Aside )—Zounds! how joy my visage flushes! 
Sure the ninny is my prize. 

(To Fatima)—Ah, how lovely are thy blushes; 
Thou’rt the idol of mine eyes. 
Thou lov’st me! Thou lov’st me! 
You love me, you love me, my treas- 

ure! 


Fatima 
I love thee? I love thee? Nay! Nay! 


Omar 
Oh give me a foretaste of pleasure, 
A morsel of pleasure today. 


Fatima | 
I know not — I am so embarrassed. 
I cannot— 

Omar 


Oh take my advice — 
A kiss when with love one is harassed 
Puts all things to rights in a trice. 


Fatima 
And think’st thou I then would be better? 
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Omar 
Very surely thou couldst not be worse.— 
Thy cash and thy credit all gone, 
How canst thou these papers manage? 


Fatima 
These papers? 
Omar 
(Lays them on the table) 
_ They are all discharged. 


Fatima and Omar 
Fatima (aside )—Oh how joyhis visage flushes! 
Omar (aside )—Oh how joy my visage flushes! 
Fatima (aside)—Sure he thinks I am his prey. 
Omar (aside )—Sure the ninny is my prey. 
Fatima (aside)—Doting fool!— these scorn- 
ful blushes 
Speak how much I thee despise! 


Omar 
Pretty dear, how sweet thy blushes,— 
Thou’rt the idol of these eyes. 


Fatima 


(Looking through the window to the left) 
Oh dreadful! 


Omar 
What is it? 
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Fatima 
We are both ruined! 


Omar 
Say, what is it? 
Fatima 
My husband! 
Omar 
Help! Allah! — Oh get me oft! 
Fatima 


For flying ’tis now too late — 
Quick — in this cabinet! 
(Omar hurries ito the cabinet, 
right hand.— Fatima locks the 
door on him and takes out the key) 


Fatima 

Stay you there, you good-for-nothing old 
wretch! Thy flame of love shall have a little 
damping before I’ve done with thee. (Enter 
Abu Hassan through the centre door). What! 
Are you already back, most distressed of 
widowers? Let us see if your tears are as pro- 
ductive of a golden stream as mine. (Speaks 
low to him).— The bird is caught. 


Abu Hassan 
What bird? _ 


Lyse 2 


Fatima 
(Softly, and pointing to the cabinet) 
Omar. (Then loud)—Where is the piece of 
brocade, and where the purse? (Softly)— 
There lie your accounts! » 


Abu Hassan 

(Softly) — Excellent! (Loud) — Here are 
both —a heavy purse of a hundred gold pieces 
— and see what a piece of brocade! Now say 
whether I have not outdone you in the art 
wherein the strength of your sex consists — 
the art of crying! 

Fatima 

A hundred gold pieces! A very pretty sum. 
Ah, you see how the Caliph valued me — he 
knew that so heavy a loss needed great consola- 


tion. 
Abu Hassan 


Yes, truly, and there was another consolation 
he offered me— which dried my tears in a 
twinkling. 

Fatima 
Ah! And pray what was that? 
Abu Hassan 

Six beautiful slaves! Abu Hassan, said he 
—loving tender Abu Hassan —thy heart is 
too kind and fond to be suffered to wither in 
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loneliness. ‘Thou hast given a proof, in thy 
fidelity to thy wife, what a vast stock of affec- 
tion thou hast in thy disposition. ‘Take now to 
comfort thee a score of the fairest of those 
slaves just brought to my harem! 


Fatima 
A score of beautiful slaves! 


Abu Hassan 

Do not alarm thyself my dear. No, said I, 
Commander of the Faithful, with a mighty 
potentate like thee it is meet to have hundreds 
of wives. I am a philosopher —I have learnt 
to moderate my desires.— Once indeed I should 
have thought a score of wives a score of bless- 
ings, but now I am fain to content myself with 
half a dozen! Oh Nature, Nature, how easily 
art thou satisfied! 

Fatima 

Half a dozen wives! Let them not come 
here though, or you'll find one wife too many 
for you! Ah rogue, rogue! I see by that 
twinkle of the eye, you are at your jokes again. 
(Softly )— By this time our prisoner must be in 
a comfortable plight! 


Abu Hassan 
(Softly)—True, I had almost forgotten him. 
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(He goes towards the cabinet). (Loud)— 
Where is the key of this cabinet? 


Fatima 
(In a tone of embarrassment ) 
The— the key? 


Abu Hassan 
Aye — the key! Open this door for me! 


Fatima 
I seek and seek the room all over. 
Where, where is the provoking key? 


Abu Hassan 
Who knows but that some hidden lover 
May here in snug concealment be! 


Omar 
(Appearing at the grated 
opening over the door) 
Oh dear! now will he soon discover 
That I am here, then woe to me! 


Abu Hassan 
Yes, were I e’er so cold of spirit 
Yet would I feel suspicion here. 


Fatima 
Trust me, your doubts I do not merit. 
I feel a conscience pure and clear. 
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Omar 
Oh dear! — I’ve lost all heart and spirit; 
My knees together knock through fear. 


Fatima and Abu Hassan 
The rogue is now with terror quaking 
And sees of hope no flutt’ring ray. 
He'll never here again come raking 
If he this once can get away. 


Omar 
My limbs are all with terror quaking; 
I see of hope no flutt’ring ray; 
Oh Allah! I give up all raking,— 
Let me but this once get away. 

Abu Hassan 

In yonder closet 
There is a rival 
From me concealed; 
Give me the key then 
That I may seize him, 
That I may squeeze him 
Soon as his cowardly 
Face is revealed. 

Fatima 

(After a pause) 

Sudden reflection 
Is in my bosom 
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See here! 


Just now awak’d. 

You have the key, love, 
From out the key hole 
With you, I’ll wager, 
Taken away. 


Abu Hassan 

If thou dost linger 
I will break open 
Bar, bolt and door. 

Fatima 
Every corner 
Have I examin’d, 
But the vile key, dear, 
On word and honour 
Can I— 


(She lets the key fall to the 
floor as if through. fear) 


Abu Hassan 


Omar 


Oh dear! 


Fatima and Abu Hassan 
Thou art 


: done over 
He is 


Should I him 


Should he thee i ae 
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He has thee 


I have him feo death given over — 


Abu Hassan 
And naught shall change my mind. 


Omar 
I am done over 
Should he me find. 
He has me to death given over — 
Oh what a murderous mind! 


Fatima 
(Looking out of the window, 
speaks quick and anxiously) 
See! the Upper Chamberlain, Mesrour, is 
hurrying hither! — You can imagine on what 
errand he comes. 


Abu Hassan 
(Hastens from the cabinet door, 
which he was on the point of opening) 
Quick! quick! Stretch yourself on this 
divan— your feet towards Mecca. Now let 
me cover you with the brocade. So! Now he 
may come as soon as he pleases! 


(Abu Hassan sits himself down with a sor- 
rowful countenance by Fatima’s head — and 
from time to time wipes his eyes with a hand- 
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kerchief. Mesrour enters through centre door 
— stops at the threshold and after a pause) 


By the great prophet, the Caliph has won the 


wager ! 
Abu Hassan 


(Rises and approaches him) 
I kiss thy hand in all humility — Ah! (Sighs 


heavily). Hp te 


(With sympathy) —- Poor Abu Hassan! 


Abu Hassan 
Yes, so the dear soul called me herself, a few 
moments before her departure. Here, convince 
yourself. (Lifts the brocade a little from Fa- 
tuma’s face). 
Mesrour 
Ah, spare me the melancholy sight ! 


Abu Hassan 
The curtain falls! (Covers her with the 
brocade ).— As she is, so shall I soon be, for I 
feel that my part is fast drawing to a close. 


Mesrour 
Nay; be not so down-hearted, Abu Hassan 
—none but a weak spirit suffers itself to be 
overcome by misfortune. The noble soul rises 
strengthened, like the flowers after a storm. 
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Faith, a young fellow like you may live to bury 


a dozen wives. 
Abu Hassan 


The storm is not yet over. Did not you say 
something about a wager? 


Mesrour 
Certainly. The Commander of the Faithful 
informed Zobeide of Fatima’s death; but she 
insisted it was you who were dead. The Caliph 
was too sure of the fact to give up, and Zobeide 
—she is a woman, and a Sultana into-the bar- 
gain — how then could she be in the wrong? 


Abu Hassan 
By the braid of the great prophet! I wish 
she was not — and that my dear Fatima were 
once more alive — though I must confess, poor 
dear soul, she did sometimes plague me a little. 


Mesrour 
Ah, she was a young thing — young — well 
—and giddy. You need not remember her 
faults with censure. At length the Caliph 
offered to bet, and the wager was closed with 
great heat on both sides. He sets his pleasure 
garden against Zobeide’s picture palace. 


Abu Hassan 
No one has more reason than I to lament 
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that the good lady should lose her picture 
palace; but what are dead pictures in compar- 
ison with a living beauty like Fatima! 


Mesrour 
She is dead — so much the worse for thee, if 
thy grief is really from thy heart; but so much 
the better for the Caliph. I must hasten, there- 
fore, to carry him the joyful tidings. (Abu 
Hassan accompames him through the centre 


door). 
) Fatima 


(Sitting up) 
I had hard work to keep from laughing. (To 
Abu Hassan as he enters)—I’m glad he’s gone. 


Abu Hassan 
Aye, he’s off as fast as his legs can carry him 
to take the pleasant tidings to the Caliph. 


Fatima 
(Rising from the couch) 
Pleasant? 
Abu Hassan 


I mean merely on account of the wager. 


Fatima 
Who knows whether he would not rather 
have lost it. But you owe me an inquiry and 
then a formal apology for your suspicion. 


ergs 


Abu Hassan 


1? 
Fatima 
Yes, with respect to the key and the closet. 
Abu Hassan 


(After a moment’s thought) 

Well, well; let that rest for the present; we 
are not yet out of this scrape, for Zobeide will 
not be satisfied with the mere testimony of the 
Upper Chamberlain. (During this speech he 
approaches the window and suddenly stops be- 
fore 1t).— Here we have it! Quick! quick! — 
make ready! (He throws himself on the other 
couch). 


Fatima 
Why, what’s the matter? 
Abu Hassan 
Zemrud — the old nurse! 
Fatima 
Who? 
Abu Hassan 


Don’t ask, but cover me with the brocade. 
Fatima 
(Spreads the brocade over him, lays her 


turban on lus face and then sits beside him) 
She does not come yet. (Listens).—I be- 


[ 68 ] 


lieve I hear her panting. (Enter Zemrud — 
stands at the door, astonished ).—Ah, is it you, 


good Zemrud? 
Zemrud 


(Without listening to her) 

Now this is too much! ‘This Mesrour and 
his impertinence make me mad! Did he not 
swear that the living was dead and the dead 
was living? Now I am only curious to know 
what kind of death the Caliph will put him to. 


Fatima 
You speak of the Upper Chamberlain — 
what has he said? 


Zemrud 
What has he said? His scandalous tongue 
has murdered you. He swore by the Holy 
tomb that it was not ee husband but yourself 


that was dead. 
Fatima 


Would to Allah that I lay here instead of 

him. : 
Zemrud 

No—no— would to Allah no such thing! 
Better that ten men should die than one woman. 
What! Wouldst thou that our protectress 
should lose thee and her picture palace at 
one blow? Nay, that would be too much. But 
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come — let me look at the worthy Abu Hassan 
for an instant, that I may swear with a good 
conscience he is dead. 


Fatima 
(Raises the turban) 
Since you wish it, look here and weep. Here 
lies not merely Abu Hassan but Fatima also — 
her better self — the soul of her soul. 


Zemrud 
Poor Abu Hassan! Poor Fatima! But bless 
me — why, he looks just as if he were asleep. 
Why, he does not look at all like other worthy 
dead people. Why, I should hardly think him 
dead if I did not know it. 


Fatima 
It is the same with me, I’ll assure you,— I 
can hardly consider myself a widow — a widow 
— most wretched of all beings! (Weeps). 
Zemrud 
Ah, well-a-day, well-a-day. (Weeps with 
Fatima — then suddenly in a common tone)— 
There, now I must go — the Sultana will be all 
impatience for my return. Nay, nay (patting 
Fatima on the cheek), cheer up my child— 
cheer up. Never take the loss of one husband 
so much to heart. 


vod 


Fatima 
Ah, but such a husband! 


Zemrud 
Why, truly he was a good personable man — 
a handsome man — but then he had his faults 
— I never could endure his nose. 


Fatima 
His nose I confess was faulty. 


Zemrud 
Oh, abominable! But he was a tolerable look- 
ing man for all that — a good-natured man, ex- 
cepting that he was a little passionate. 


Fatima 
Yes, I must confess he was a little passionate. 


Zemrud 
Oh he was fire and touchwood — as a brush 
heap in a blaze — I never could abide his tem- 
per; but yet he was a good kind of a man — 
very merry, very fond of his joke — excepting 
that he sometimes joked a little out of season. 


Fatima 
Yes, I confess his jokes were sometimes ill 


timed. : 
Zemrud 


Oh, intolerable! I never could bear his jokes 


ea 


— yet the man after all was well enough — but 
mercy on us,—not a man for such a pretty 
young widow as you to break your heart about. 
But Abu Hassan — pshaw! he was not the only 
man in the world. For instance, there’s that 
young— but no matter now,— another time 
will do. We'll then speak of him and of twenty 
others. (During this conversation Abu Has- 
san now and then peeps below and shakes his 
fist from under the brocade, unseen by Zem- 
rud ).— Now, farewell my dear child, but don’t 
cry so much; it hurts the eyes. (Goimg).—I 
can’t get that accursed Upper Chamberlain out 
of my thoughts. But patience— patience! 
(Goes with Fatima through the centre door). 


Abu Hassan 
(Sits up) 

Fire and furies! What it is to hear what’s 
said of one after death! ‘The cursed old bab- 
bling beldame, with her young fellow — and 
twenty more! (To Fatima, as she returns). 
Now, who has the old woman nominated as my 
successor ? 

Fatima 

She was today more discreet and silent than 

common ; but — between ourselves — I begin to 
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wish that thou wert really dead, for I should be 
very sorry to be caught in a lie. 


Abu Hassan 
A right womanlike conscientiousness, but 
our best wishes are not always fulfilled; there- 
fore prepare yourself in time, and be steadfast; 
and what is still more needful, be discreet. 


Fatima, Abu Hassan, Omar 
Fatima.—Now the mischief is completing; 
From this scrape there’s no retreating. 
Oh how my poor heart is beating — 
Would the danger were well o’er! 


Abu Hassan.—Now our farce is fast complet- 
ing ; 

None must think now of retreating, 

So away with all heart-beating, 

Soon the frolick will be o’er. 
Omar.—Now my misery is completing ; 

From this trap there’s no retreating. 

Oh I fear a hearty beating 

My poor back and shoulders o’er! 


Abu Hassan 
Come, die bravely! 


Fatima 
Can you joke me? 


Bay 


Abu Hassan 
Pluck up heart! 


Fatima 
My terrors choke me! How I tremble! 


Abu Hassan 
You provoke me; 
Give these silly terrors o’er! 
(March heard at a distance) 


Fatima 
Hark! I hear a distant drumming! 


Abu Hassan 
Now be brave — your courage rouse. 


Fatima 
(Calling his attention to the sound) 
Don’t you hear? 


Abu Hassan 
(Goes to the window) 
Aye! Aye! They’re coming! 


Fatima 
(Also at the window) 
The Sultana! 
Abu Hassan 


And her spouse! 
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Fatima, Abu Hassan, Omar 
Fatima.—Dismal terrors quite o’ercome me; 
I’ve no longer heart nor head — 


Abu Hassan.—Let not terror quite o’ercome 
thee, 
Now’s the time to task your head. 
Omar.—Zounds, how terrors o’ercome me! 
How shall I dare shew my head! 


Abu Hassan 
Quickly! quickly! dead and dumb be! 
Fatima 
Ah, already I’m half dead! 
Abu Hassan 


Both must be upon our death bed, 
Then completed will the Hum be! 


Fatima 
Oh I’m in a mortal fright! 


Abu Hassan and Omar 
Silence! Silence! 


Abu Hassan 
Hush! Good night! 


All 
Hush! Good night! 


L754 


LAST SCENE 


(The attendants of the Caliph and Zo- 
beide enter and arrange themselves so 
that the two couches remain in sight) 


Chorus 
Bow your heads and lift your voices; 
Set the doors all open wide; 
He comes who every heart rejoices,— 
Haroun with his beauteous bride! 


(At the end of the chorus enter the Caliph, Zo- 
beide, Mesrour and Zemrud. At the entrance 
of the Caliph all the attendants kneel. Mesrour 
points to the divan on which Fatima les and at 
the same time Zemrud points to that on which 
is Abu Hassan. Both approach them eagerly) 
Caliph 

Now look for yourself — have I been misin- 

formed? (Makes signs to the attendants to 


rise). 
Zobeide 
How! Have I lost my wager? 
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Caliph 
(Starts back with alarm) 
What do I see— both dead? Abu Hassan 
— My favorite Abu Hassan dead! 


Z obeide 
My dear Fatima a corpse — Oh, lamentable! 


Caliph 
This is one of the heaviest misfortunes. It 
surpasses even the loss of poor Zara, my favor- 
ite green monkey. Ah, poor Abu Hassan — 
he was the most expensive favorite I ever had, 
I must confess, and cost me ten times as much 
as my poor Zara that used to break all the china 
in the palace; but he was a merry soul —I 

would he were alive again. 


3 Mesrour 

Commander of the Faithful (pointing to the 
table), here lie papers which may throw some 
light upon his death. (Hands them to the 
Caliph). 

Caliph 
(Looking at them) 

Mere accounts and notes of hand which Abu 
Hassan apparently had arranged before his 
death. Poor fellow — they say he kept his ac- 
counts admirably—the only trouble was, he 


Bye) 


never discharged them. (Hands them to Zo- 


beide ). 
) Z obeide 


A very considerable amount, which must 
have far exceeded the means of the young 
couple. 


Caliph 
Ah, Abu Hassan had always a talent for the 
ways and means. No gentleman could run in 
debt more intrepidly. But now to settle our 
wager — there’s the perplexing point. Fatima 
told you of her husband’s death — he told me 
of hers. Which of them was first dead? 


Z obeide : 
Abu Hassan. Your pleasure garden is mine. 


Caliph 
And I maintain that Fatima died first, and I 
condole with you on the loss of your beautiful 
picture gallery. 
Zemrud 
What has that black babbler now to say for 
himself — which died first, the wife or hus- 
band? I maintain that I saw Abu Hassan 
stretched on his bed and his wife weeping over 
him. 
Mesrour 
And I say the very opposite of what you say; 
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therefore I say the truth. I maintain that I 
saw Fatima dead, and comforted Abu Hassan 


on his loss. 
Zemrud 


[ve no patience with this ugly wretch who 
dares to contradict me and deceive the Caliph. 
Commander of the Faithful, can you endure it, 
that such a monster should abuse the nurse of 
your Sultana? If he is not hanged on the spot 
I'll tear his eyes out! 


Caliph 
Cease your quarrelling! None of us can 
decide who is in the right. But I hate uncer- 
tainty and I swear by the great prophet I will 
give a thousand gold pieces to whoever will 
prove who died first — Abu Hassan or his wife. 
Abu Hassan 
(Sitting up) 
Commander of the Faithful, I claim the re- 
ward, for I died first. 
All 
(Except the Caliph and Zo- 
beide, start back with dismay) 
Allah preserve us! 
Caliph and Zobeide 
What’s this? 


Be et 


Abu Hassan 
Your favour only can waken me to life — if, 
however, thine eyes are turned upon me in 
anger I am once more a dead man. 


Caliph 


Rise and explain to me this riddle. 


Abu Hassan 
(Throwing himself at the Caliph’s feet) 

The explanation is simple.— The daintiness 
of my palate wherewith my better-half wonder- 
fully sympathized, brought me thus early to the 
orave. 

Z obeide 
But thy wife? 


Abu Hassan 
A. friendly word from thee will also bring 
her back from the world of shadows. 


Z obeide 
Fatima ! 
Fatima 
(Sitting up) 
My protectress! 
Zobeide 


Art thou awake? 
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Fatima 
(Kneels before Zobeide) 
If your eyes give me a pardon as a morning’s 
salutation. 
Caliph 
(To Abu Hassan and Fatima) 
Rise! Tell me then, how came you to resort 
to this whimsical project? 


Abu Hassan 

Commander of the Faithful, thou and thy 
spouse have overloaded us with benefits which 
we have squandered away with merry hearts. 
The consequence was that we were compelled 
to have recourse to usurers; but at length these 
would lend no more and nothing remained for 
our miserable dinner but bread and water. 


Caliph 
IT understand! In this way you could inform 
us of your necessities. But how was it possible 
for you to pay off these bonds? 


Abu Hassan 
Sire, they are not discharged. One of my 
creditors, who presented Fatima with his love, 
brought these papers to her and offered them 
as the price of her favour. 
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Caliph 
Name the wretch to me! 


Abu Hassan 
(Opens the cabinet and draws forth Omar) 
Omar, thy Banker! 


Omar 
(Falling at the Caliph’s feet) 
Thy humblest slave! 


Caliph 

Scoundrel! Darest thou to steal into the 
dwelling of my favorite to destroy domestic 
happiness? Thank my kindness that I do not 
punish thy offence with death. Out of my 
sight! (Omar sneaks off). (To Mesrour).— 
Order my treasurer to pay to Abu Hassan the 
thousand gold pieces. 


Abu Hassan 

Commander of the Faithful, thou hast awak- 
ened me from the grave. By this new favour 
you have acquired a double right to my grat- 
itude. 

Zobeide 

Zemrud, you must pay the like sum to Fa- 
tima. I will take care in future that your wants 
shall be supplied without a sham death. 
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Fatima 
I have not words to express my thanks. 


Abu Hassan 

Am I not the shrewdest of all dead men? 
The simple folks let themselves be laid upon 
their bier without any future object; but I knew 
well what I was about — I had not the slightest 
inclination to remain dead, but only died — to 
gain a living! 

[Curtain] 
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